"IN GOOD KING, CHARLES'S GOLDEN DAYS'*

which hurls the stones from
Etna in eruption, yet cannot
you make your arrow or your
bullet fly straight to its mark.

NEWTON [terribly perturbed]
This man does not know what
he is saying. Take him away;
and leave me in peace.

CHARLES. What he says calls
for an answer, Mr Newton.

JAMES. The painter is right.
A cannon ball flies across the
sea in curves like the arches of
a bridge, hop, hop, hop. But
what does it matter whether it
flies straight or crooked pro-
vided it hits between wind and
water?

NEWTON. To you, admiral,
it matters nothing. To me it makes the difference
between reason and madness.
JAMES. How so?

NEWTON. Sir: if what this man believes be true, then

not only is the path of the cannon ball curved, but

space is curved; time is curved; the universe is curved.

KNELLER. Of course it is. Why not?

NEWTON. Why not! Only my life's work turned to

waste, vanity, folly. This comes of admitting strangers

to break into my holy solitude with their diabolical

suggestions. But I am rightly rebuked for this vice of

mine that led me to believe that I could construct a

universe with empty figures. In future I shall do noth-
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